THE  TRAIN
Suprugov was taken aback. Julia Dmitriyevna came
to his help.
"I'm watching the heart. It's all right. If she were
able to press with both legs the child would already
have been born."
A cry sounded from behind the sheet, a cry that
shrilled through the nerves of all the men in the coach,
The grey-haired woman had screamed at last.
A feeble, seven-months5 boy was born, and at the
first station a telegram was sent to the evacuation point
at M. requesting them to send a car to meet the train
and take off mother and child.
Danilov heard about all this in passing, without
paying much attention to it. His mind was filled with the
man in coach nine. Like everything which went beyond
well-defined limits, everything hard to understand, this
man's sickness irritated Danilov. Wounds, infection,
gangrene, all the destruction which metal and microbes
can bring to the human body—to all this, Danilov was
accustomed. But the man who had given him all that
trouble this morning for a solid two hours was not
wounded. Blast from a shell had hurled him from his
feet, he had not even been very much bruised, he had
not lost a drop of blood, only consciousness, and that not
for long. And suddenly—these fits began. It was as
though some evil power had taken possession of him—
his body would arch and jerk as though there were a
spring in it, he would beat the back of his head on the
floor, while white foam flecked his lips. And this was a
man who had never previously suffered from epilepsy,
his nerves had been in order, his parents and grand-
parents had enjoyed perfect health. It was incompre-
hensible. Danilov found the doctors' explanations
confused and vague. If he had read of such a case, he
would not have believed it, would have thought there
must be something fishy somewhere. But he had seen the
fit with his own eyes, he himself had talked with the man,
had held his head during one of those fits and had felt
the evil strength that had convulsed the body on the
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